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sweetness struggles within, earnestly labouring widely to diffuse its teem-
ing abundance, but finds not words.    For such is the grace and energy
of this speech that it relishes less if one iota in it be changed."   In another
sermon, having repeated the same words, he adds, " At these words my
soul melts and my spirit boils within me, hastening with burning desire
to publish to you this exultation and joy."1    If this love were kindled in
our breast, nothing were sweeter to us than to abide in spirit at the feet
of Jesus, pondering the motive, that is, the excess of divine love, which
brought him from heaven, and contemplating the other circumstances of
this mystery.    How ought we to salute and adore those sacred hands
which are weakened, wrapped in clouts, or stretched on the manger, for
love of us, but which move the heavens and uphold and govern the universe*
Also those divine feet which will undergo so many fatigues, and at length
be bored on the cross for us.    That blood which purples his little veins
and dyes his blessed cheeks, but which is the price of our redemption,
and will be one day poured out upon the cross.    How is this sweet
countenance, which is the joy of angels, now concealed!    But it will one
day be buffeted, bruised, and covered with filthy phlegm.   How ought we
respectfully to honour it!    His holy flesh, more pure than angels, even
now begins to suffer from the cold and other hardships:  do we not desire
to defend it from these injuries ?   But this cannot be allowed.   Nor could
anyone oppose the work of our redemption.    Sin is the cause of all that
he suffers, and shall not we detest and shun that monster?   The loving
eyes of the divine Jesus pierce our souls.   They are now bathed in tears;
though, as St Bernard says, " Jesus weeps not as other children, or at least
not on the same account"   They cry for their wants and weakness, Jesus
for compassion and love for us.    May these precious tears move the
heavenly Father to show us mercy;   and may they soften, wash, and
cleanse our souls.    " These tears excite in me both grief and shame,"
says the same father, " when I consider my own insensibility amidst my
spiritual miseries."   But nothing in this contemplation will more strongly
move us than to penetrate into the interior employment of this divine
Saviour's holy soul, and to consider the ardour of his zeal in the praises
of his Father, and in his supplications to Him on our behalf;  his com-
passion for us, and the constant oblation which he made of himself to
obtain for tis mercy and grace.   Such meditations and pious entertainments
of our souls will have great force in kindling the fire of holy love in our
hearts.    But all endeavours would be weak so long as we do not labour
effectually to remove all obstacles to this holy love in our affections.
To cure these disorders is the chief end of the birth of Christ.

Christ's actions are no less instructions to us than his discourses.   His
life is the gospel reduced to practice.    It is enough to study it to undef-
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